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One 


Author's Notes: 

This is just something stupid and fun | came up with, and it\'s just gonna be a little tiny series, maybe four or 
five parts. Nm working on my other stuff, | promise, but with New Year and family and shit, it\'s been a little 
tricky. Enjoy if you can. 

‘Who's he talking to now? 

‘Fuckin’ weirdo: 


‘How drunk were we when we let him in the band?! 


The comments usually came from Lars or James, with the intent of pissing him off or getting a reaction, but 


Jason just brushed them off. For, you see, he had a secret. 


‘When are they gonna stop being assholes?” he wondered, not quite to himself as he flopped down on his bed, 
kicked off his shoes and ditched his shirt. And waited. 


Right on cue, the air in front of him shimmered and crackled, and then the faint outline of a figure appeared, 


gradually solidifying. 


‘Dude, they're still trying to get over me,’ Cliff said airily, reclining in mid-air and flicking the ash off the end 


of his joint. Sometimes Jason swore he could taste the weed in the air. 
‘Yeah, | guess. Have you spoken to any of them yet? 
Cliff snorted, flipping himself over so that he floated on his stomach, and blew a smoke ring. 


‘Hell no. James'd flip his fucking shit, he drawled lazily. ‘He's not ready yet, man. Lars would probably think he 
was dreaming. Kirk probably wouldn't mind, you know, he's into all that shit. | might have a chat to him one 
day. He probably wouldn't be as bad as you, dude, Cliff continued, chuckling at the memory. Jason smiled too. 


eK 


Jason sat on his bed, frantically working out every Metallica bassline Cliff had ever written, just days after 
the news of his death. Tears glistened on the strings as he hammered himself, night and day, learning every 
part to perfection. He'd worked himself into a frenzy, struggling with bleeding fret fingers and The Call of Ktulu. 
He knew he'd probably never need it, but he had to prove that he had what it would take. 


Over and over again, he fucked it up, and his frustration grew until he was ready to throw his bass down and 


just go to bed. 


‘Dude, chill the fuck out, a lazy voice had said, right into his ear, and he'd jumped about a foot off the bed, 
dropped his bass and scrambled backwards up to his pillow in terror. He looked around, but couldn't see 


anybody. The voice, though, it sounded somewhat familiar. 


‘Who's- who's there; he tried to snarl, but his voice cracked. The air shimmered, and a figure appeared, 


somewhat transparent. 

‘You did good, the voice said again. ‘Played ‘em like | would have if | could: 

Jason couldn't believe what was going on, but he looked anyway as the unmistakable presence of Cliff Burton 
looked regretfully down at his hands, wiggling them in the air in front of him, and then clutching for Jason's 


bass. His fingers went straight through it. 


‘What are you doing here? l- | mean, you're dead! | saw it in the paper, Jason screeched, finally finding his 
voice. Yeah, he'd seen it in the paper, and he'd cried like a child for hours. 


‘Whoa, man. You need to relaaaaax,' Cliff said lazily, getting to his feet. ‘Afterlife got a little boring, so | came 


down here again. Much more fun, y'know: 


‘Why me, though?" 

Cliff ran his spectral hand through his hair, looking exasperated. 

‘Duh! | gotta make sure my replacement's up to scratch, he said, like it was blindingly obvious. 
Jason was speechless. 

‘Y-your replacement? What the fuck” 

Cliff wiggled his eyebrows. 


‘Yeah, dude. You're gonna take my spot in the band, so if | were you, I'd get myself a one-way plane ticket to 
California. The chicks are hot there, by the way, Cliff said airily, whilst Jason was still sucking in air like a fish. 


‘You want one?” Cliff was oblivious to what was spinning through his head as he offered Jason a joint, before 
cursing. ‘Fuck, | keep forgetting I'm dead. Sorry, man. You wouldn't be able to hold this; he said apologetically, 
before lighting up and taking a drag. ‘Damn, they grow it good up there: 

Cliff Burton's ghost was in his bedroom, getting high and chatting to him, and acting like it was the most 
normal thing in the world, having just informed him that he was going to be the new bassist in Metallica Jason 
pinched himself, but winced when the pain registered. 


‘Are you sure I'm not high, too? he asked the ghost. 


‘| don't know, man, | don't think you are. I've been watching you for a few days, you know. | was kinda touched 


when you cried for me: 


Damn. That meant Cliff would have seen him beating off after the massive hormone flux of trying to deal with 
his grief. 


‘Um, thanks?" Jason didn't know what to say. He didn't want to argue with a ghost, so he just did what he 
would have if he'd had a friend over. It was all so surreal to him, and he was sure that his inner fanboy would 
catch up soon. 

‘Do you wanna put some music on or something? 

Cliff suddenly zoomed up so he was sitting, sprawled out in the air, at about head height. 


‘Fuck yeah, dude. They don't have enough good shit up there. What have you got? 


‘Records in the shelf in the corner, whatever you want! 


‘Cheers: 
The ghost floated his way over to the shelf, but then Jason heard a loud curse. 
‘| forgot that l'm dead again. | can't touch ‘em. Can you give me a hand? 


Jason found himself laughing as he got up and leafed through his vinyls for Cliff, who watched over his 


shoulder and yelled when he landed on Deep Purple. 


‘That's it, put that on! he said excitedly, and as soon as the needle touched down, he sank into a reclining 


position in mid-air, groaning with satisfaction. 


‘Ive missed that, god damn. Jesus isn't so fond of any heavy shit, you know? Damn, he doesn't know about the 


weed either: 


Jason laughed out loud. 


Two 


Author's Notes: 
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Shit, | don't think | can do this, Jason muttered as he lugged his bass in its case out of the taxi, which 
promptly sped off and left him standing in front of the building. The studio. Metallica's studio. Fuck 


‘Sure you can, man, the voice said, the voice which he'd gotten used to over the last few weeks. ‘You got this: 


The weeks after Cliff's death had been very weird for Jason, but he'd be lying if he said he hadn't enjoyed 
them. Most mornings he'd wake up and Cliff would just be hanging around somewhere, or he'd appear just in 
time for breakfast. Of course, he couldn't eat anything, but it didn't stop him from bitching about it and 
making futile swipes for Jason's food. Occasionally, he'd mutter something about having to ‘check back in ‘on 
the other side’ ', and then disappear for a bit, but for some reason that Jason failed to comprehend, he always 


came back. He found himself looking up to a ghost, taking advice from the spirit of somebody already gone, but 
he didn't really think anything of it. 


And then came the audition. Jason's stomach flip-flopped all the way from Michigan to California, and on the 
flight he had no company. Cliff couldn't risk being seen. 


And so now he stood there, the building bearing down on him and his unlikely friend. 

‘Come on, go in, dude, Cliff urged him, his transparent feet barely inches off the ground. 

Jason swallowed heavily, exhaled, and felt the determination of the last few weeks flood through him. 
‘| got this. You'll be around, won't you?" 

‘You bet. | miss the guys like hell, and even if | can't talk to them, it'll be good to see ‘em again: 


Jason kind of understood why Cliff hadn't spoken to the others yet, although it had taken hours of reasoning 
with him. All in time, the ghost would say. 


And then the air shimmered and crackled, and Jason found himself alone. He could still feel Cliff's presence, but 
with nobody by his side, he was nervous as hell as he walked inside and got on the end of the line of potential 
bass players. 

He scoped out his competition and tried to keep himself calm as the studio door opened and some poor kid 


walked out, downcast. 


There were guys with long hair, guys with short hair, guys in bellbottoms and guys in spandex. Jason was just 
another one of them. 


He waited there, all day, growing more and more nervous as every single one of the people in front of him 
came out disappointed. He raised his hand and pretended he was coughing, his eyes flicking about him furtively. 


‘Cliffareyousureitsgonnabeme? he managed to get out in one breath. 


‘Yeah, now shut up, the reply came floating by faintly, as if carried on the breeze caused by the door 


slamming shut as the next hopeful walked in. 


He'd asked, over and over, during the past weeks, why Cliff had picked him, but he ended up with just some 
vague responses about ‘vibe and shit’. 


Finally, there was nobody in front of him in the line. It had been hours, but he hadn't eaten or drank anything 
because he was simply too nervous. He walked steadily forward and didn't stop as he passed through the doors 


to the rehearsal room, although his heart rate picked up significantly. 


And suddenly, there were three pairs of eyes on him. One piercing blue, one deep brown and one melancholy 


green. The eyes of his heroes. 

A raspy voice, slightly slurred, instructed him to ‘show us what you got, without even asking his name. That 
was Hetfield. There was a bored expectancy about it, as if the singer wasn't even considering him. He wanted 
to speak to them, to thank them for the music, for the inspiration, but they just looked tired and sad. 

So instead, he plugged in and let rip. His hands, slick with just the right amount of sweat, slid easily up and 
down the neck, the thick strings meeting calloused fingertips with precision and practice. | got this, Jason told 
himself, his tongue sneaking out to touch his lip. | got this. 

When he'd finished, the three of them looked at each other. 

Well, they haven't kicked me out yet. 

They turned away from him, left him standing awkwardly there with his bass, and whispered amongst 
themselves. Jason smiled when he made out the outline of Cliff, so faint, just floating close to the ceiling. The 
ghost smiled, longingly and sadly, before fading away. 

The others turned back to him, and it was Lars that finally spoke up. 


‘You wanna come for a drink?! 


They'd just left him, sitting at a table in the bar. He frowned, and then Cliff made an appearance. Or rather, his 


voice did, because he couldn't risk being seen 

‘They're just taking a piss, dude. And they're about to offer you a job: 

‘How do you know?” Jason whispered as discreetly as he could, even as he grinned broadly. 

‘| saw ‘em in the bathroom. Shhh, here they come: 

Sure enough, there they came, three of the Four Horsemen, trooping out of the bathroom. Lars led the way, 
and when they arrived back at the table, he looked at James and Kirk, and then at Jason. He inhaled deeply, 
squared himself and finally spoke the words Jason needed to hear. 

‘You want a job? 

Cliff's voice, ever so soft, whispered in his ear. 


‘Nailed it, dude: 


All Jason felt was relief. 


